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itself in eternal freshness and beauty, and (as Goethe says) the regular 1891-1894
working of the natural forces * weaves for God the garment thou seest Age 39-41
him by.'"
" This is the last time I shall write to you for ever so long, and I want
to tell you in the simplest words how truly I love you, and how that love
grows and deepens every day, as I realise more and more the wealth and
beauty of your nature, and the priceless valu§ of what you have given
and will give me. Indeed, indeed, I am not worthy, but I try to be, and
all that I am or can be is yours and yours only and yours always, my
true love.
I am so glad that you have had such a good and chivalrous and helping
letter from Peter. You know what I feel for and about him. Strange as
others might think it, he has never separated you and me, but rather
drawn us together. I should hate you to think that your new life was
divided by a chasm from the old,. No, you will bring into it yourself,
with all that has made and moulded and disciplined and softened and
enriched you, and we will share it in the most perfect confidence and
trust. We need have no reserves or conditions: we will both be true
always to ourselves and to each other."
One letter of a later period may be printed here. The death of
the baby born in May 1895 was their first grief, and when it was
expected, she was so certain that she would die, that she wrote him
a letter of farewell. This was his reply:
" I have just read for the first time your inexpressibly dear and touching
love-letter written more than three, weeks ago. I have resisted the
temptation of opening it all this time ; somehow I dared not, until all
was over. But I am rewarded for my patience, for it is to me the dearest
tribute that has ever been paid me by woman or man, and I shall carry
it with me as a blessing and an inspiration until I die.
I am not worth what you say or think of me; no one knows it better
th&n I do. But I love to think and believe that it is true that, in the
great decision of your life—so painfully and so nobly worked out by
you—you have not been mistaken, and that together—ever nearer and
closer to one another—we may be able to do more and to live better than
either of us could alone.
To me, from the first hour I knew you until now, you have been the
best that I have known. I have loved and love you truly and loyally
and.with all my nature: and now we are more bound together than
ever by the hopes and the fears and the loss which we have shared.
God make us ever more and more to each other and help us both to do
and to bear.7'
And so it was to the end. In her words, " We kept together in
an inseparable clasp of confidence and of love."

